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on a narrow davenport that was the background for his
customary tiger-skin seat.
A night-long philosophical discussion was not rare; any
disciple could"summon it by intensity of interest. I felt
no tiredness then, no desire for sleep; Master's living
words were sufficient. "Oh, it is dawn! Let us walk by
the Ganges.'* So ended many of my periods of nocturnal
edification.
My early months with Sri Yukteswar culminated in a
useful lesson: "How to Outwit a Mosquito." At home
my family always used protective curtains at night. I
was dismayed to discover that in the Serampore hermit-
age this prudent custom was honoured in tfje breach.
Yet the insects were in full residence; I was bitten from
head to foot. My guru took pity on me.
"Buy yourself a curtain, and also one for me/* He
laughed and added, "If you buy only one, for yourself,
all mosquitoes will concentrate on me!"
I was more than thankful to comply. On every night
that I spent in Serampore, my guru'would ask me to
arrange the bedtime curtains.
One night, when a cloud of mosquitoes surrounded us,
Master failed to issue his usual instructions. I listened
nervously to the anticipatory hum of the insects. Getting
into bed, I threw a propitiatory prayer in their general
direction, A'half hour later, I coughed pretentiously to
attract my guru's attention. 1 thought I would go mad
with the bites and especially the singing drone as the
mosquitoes celebrated bloodthirsty rites.
No responsive stir from Master; I approached him cau-
tiously. He was not breathing. This was my first close
observation of him in the yogic trance; it filled me with
fright.
"His heart must have failed!" I placed a mirror under
his nose; no breath vapour appeared. To make doubly
certain, for minutes I closed his mouth and nostrils with
my fingers. His body was cold and motionless. In a
daze, I turned toward the door to summon help.
"So! A budding experimentalist! My poor nose!"
Master's voice was shaky with laughter. "Why don't you
go to bed? Is the whole world going to change for you?
Change yourself: be rid of the mosquito consciousness."